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ST. LAWRENCE'S GATE, DROGHEDA. 



The town of Drogheda was formerly enclosed by high 
and massive walls, several portions of the ruins of which 
are to be seen in various directions. St. Lawrence's Gate 
is in excellent preservation, and a good specimen of the 
ancient buildings. The town is remarkable for having been 
several times besieged from 1G41 to 1689 ; and for hav- 
ing been taken by Oliver Cromwell, who, after an obsti- 
nate resistance, and having been twice repulsed, reduced 
the walls to their present condition, and put the governor, 
Sir A. Aston, and all the inhabitants to the sword. In 1649 
the utmost pains had been taken to strengthen and 
furnish the place for a vigorous and protracted defence; 
but Cromwell, actuated by the fierce and steady determi- 
nation which characterized him, and sensible of the ad- 
vantage of promptitude and decision, was not to be 
impeded by any ordinary obstacle. Disdaining the regu- 
lar approaches and forms of a siege, he thundered furiously 
for two days against the walls with his great guns, and hav- 
ing effected a breach, issued orders for a general assault. 
The desperate valour of the assailants was encountered by 
the desperate valour of the garrison, so that with appalling 
havoc on both sides the troops of Cromwell were twice 
repulsed. But, determined on conquest, he led them 
in person a third time to the breach, and with an intrepid, 
steady, and impetuous charge, bearing down all opposition, 
gained possession of the ground. 

In 1689, and the following year, this town was garri- 
soned by James II. but was given up to King William, 
without a struggle, after his victory on the adjacent banks 
of the Boyne. 

The circumstances attending the surrender of this place 
on this occasion, are thus succinctly, yet satisfactorily stated 
by Mr Harris. The day after the victory at the Boyne, 
the King sent Brigadier la Mclionierc, with a thousand 
horse, a party of foot, and eight pieces of cannon, to sum- 
mon Drogheda, where the Irish had a great magazine, and 
a garris of thirteen hundred men, commanded by Lord 
Iv gh. The governor at first seemed resolute to defend 
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the place, and received the summons with great contempt ; 
but the King sending word, "that if he was forced to 
bring the cannon before the place, he must expect no quar- 
ter;" his lordship, considering that King James's army being 
defeated he could expect no relief, accepted of the offered 
conditions, and marched out with only the garrison and 
baggage, leaving all their arms and stores. Colonel Cut's 
regiment took possession of the place, which they found 
well stored with wine and provisions, and took care to 
preserve the town from violence." — Life of William III. 
by Harris, vol. 3. pp. 98-9. 

The corporation of Drogheda attained considerable mi- 
litary distinction in the reign of Edward IV. In an en- 
gagement which took place at Malpas bridge, the mayor 
of Drogheda, at the head of five hundred archers, and two 
hundred men armed with pole-axes, assisted in the defeat 
of O'Reilly and his confederates, who had committed great 
ravages in the county of Louth. In commemoration of 
this signal piece of service, King Edward gave the town of 
Drogheda a sword, to be carried before the mayor, and 
the sum of twenty pounds a year fir its maintainance. 

The town of Drogheda is situated on the river Boyne, 
by means of which vessels of one hundred and fifty tons 
burthen are floated up to the bridge, which crosses at the 
end of one of the principal streets. The extension and 
improvements of Drogheda have been rapid within the last 
few years ; the principal street, as well as the new houses 
on the quay are substantial and handsome. It contains 
about eighteen thousand inhabitants, many of whom are of 
considerable respectability. A very extensive trade, par- 
ticularly in the export of corn and provisions, and in the 
import of many articles of commerce for thcinterior of 
the country, is carried on. The lower orders, especially 
those who reside in the vicinity of the town, still retafli 
much of the appearance and manners of the ancient Irish 
— many of them continuing to ake use of the Irish lan- 
guage . ., 

The prior situated near St. Lawrence's ate, if »»id to 
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have been founded by the mayor and citizens of the town, 
to whom it was granted on the dissolution of religious 
houses through Ireland. 

THE COCK-FIGHT. 

The couTse of our story leads us to the bank of a con- 
siderable river, on a lovely evening towards the latter end 
of April ; some of the earlier trees in a wood on the op- 
posite shore, were already clothed in soft green, and 
among* their boughs innumerable tenants of the air were 
pouring forth their vesper song ; not a breeze rippled the 
cahn surface of the stream, now tinged by the roseate hues 
of the declining' sun. 

Two girls were seated close to the river in earnest con- 
versation, their cans filled with the pure element, ready to 
put on their heads. 

" Ye wor'nt at the chapel a Sunday, Kitty," said one. 

*' No ;" replied Kitty, " my mother wasnt well." 

" I wish ye wor in id, neva one but the sight 'most left 
my eyes fwnen I seen Nancy Brad v." 

" Ah fwhy so, Peggy ?" 

" Orah, Kitty, dear, she was so drest ; sorra the leks iver 
ye seen ; a fine new Lighorn-bonnet, wid a power iv yalla 
ribbins, an a black veil. ' 

" Is it a veil ?" interrupted Kitty. 

11 Aye indeed, a veil, ay-nth, sorra a many was on her 
grannys/'continued Peggy ; '* but stay tal ye hoar all ! A 
silk coat, my dear, an' a red scarlet shawl near down to 
her heels ; new glous (gloves), an' to be share, a hankc- 
cher in her fist." 

u An 1 a silk coat, too/ 1 repeated Kitty, " fwhat colour 

wa3 it r 

u Lik a dull green," said Peggy, " I doubt it's a cast off 
she bought from a dealer— it had* nt the shin iv a new one* 
Och, iv ye seen her Kitty, sorra one iv her knew iv she 
was on herhead, or her feet, so grand as she w.i?." 

" I'm thinkin* " Peggy dear, *' ye minded Nancy Brady 
mOTe nor yer prayers. 1 ' 

" How could I help it, Kitty, was'nt she the shew iv 
the whole chapel ? an' all the boys afther her lik any thin,' 
an* Prank Davis up to her hip lik a pocket." 

" Frank Davis ]*' exclaimed Kitty. 

"Aye indeed/ 1 said Peggy, "an' fwhy would'nt ho as 
well as another, an* faix a handsome boy he is, sorra the 
)ek of him was in the chapel, an' Nancy Ihwdy's very 
well too, only she put a power iv paint on her luce — it was 
the moral iv the lire. 1 ' 

She might have run on much longer uninterrupted by 
Kitty, who was immersed in thought. After a sile-iu'e of 
eo'me minutes Peggy resumed. 

" Ah, then, I b'lieve, Kitty, its fwhat ye're thinkin' iv 
Prank.Davis versei* ; lhard'it afore, an' yer mother tellin 5 
that she'd never give in to it,' 3 

"She didn't ^y so," replied Kitty. 

" Nera word iv lie in it, mysel' was slamn' by " 

".Fwhat can any one say agin him, Peggy ?'' 

"The boy* s well enough, Kitty, lowersha, ifcM be hard 
to meet his match, only thev say lie's too much afther the 
/sport, an' that his masther faults him for it." 
l< That's some iv Norah's lies, Peggy, bekasc he woukl'nt 
marry her daughter." 

" Fai.v, may he so j myscP doesn't know, only as the 
people ses." 

•Just then a loud voice was heard from the hill behind 
them, calling out — 
*' Horo, Peggy, will ye stay there all nip lit f 1J 

"There's my mother, 1 ' said the . girl/ " will ye cum 

But Kitty was not in a hurry, and the other putting her 
cm on her head set oil Kitty Was disturb 'by the" gos- 
sip of her companion ; .she had bomi long attacked to-Frank 
Davis, and die- flame was mutual. Uvt mother, who was 
a widow, did not like the young man : she said he was a 
gambler, and said truly, that gamblers seldom make good 
husbands* However, though Kitty hoard Frank's love, of 
pleasure very generally commented on, she did not entirely 
credit it The boy, she thought, is fond of sport, and why \ 
not ? sure all boys arc so ; and she liked a boy to have 
some, spunk (spirit) ; they always made better husband? 
taaa one of .your wad-wigs, \ 



It must here be remarked, that the epithet, boy, is com 
mon to young men, and indeed men who are not young. 

But that Frank Davis should be paying attention to any 
other, Kitty did not approve- She conceived herself, &nd 
very justly, superior to Nancy Brady in personal charms • 
to be sure she had not a silk coat, nov a Lighorn bonnet 
with yalla ribbins, an' a black veil, and she would tell him 
her mind when they met. 

Immediately on Peggy's departure, a little boat was 
pushed from amongst the reeds of the opposite shore, and 
a man stepping on board., polled it noiselessly across the 
river, a short way in the rcre of where Kitty was sitting • 
having drawn it ashore, he stole lightly up, and putting 
his hands on her eyes, cried— 
" A penny for yer thoughts!" 
She quickly disengaged herself, and said gravely— 
" I want none iv yer freedom," Frank Davis. 
" Don't make so 'free, tal ye/re better acquainted; 1 re* 
plied the young man, laughing and scaling himself close hy 
her, adding, "be the laws, Kitty, ye done it to the life, as 
cowld lookin' as the snow ; n and he took her hand, which 
she snatched from him. 
"• Faix, maybe its in amest ye are," he resumed. 
" It's just In amest I am," she said. 
" lloob, fwhat cum over ye the night ?'' 
" Nothiii' at all; thank God, but I might ax fwhat cum 
over ye this whole week ?'' 

" It's not always I can get out, the masther watches very 
close — ye know, Kitty, I'd cum iv I could." 
" Times was ye would, but times is greatly aUhered." 
*' Not wid me, Kitty, I'm always the ouid six-and-cight- 
pence.'* 

" Only fwhen yc meet fine drest girls at the chapel." 
" Wei!, well," interrupted Davb tl some gabby person 
was tollin" ye that I was talkin' to Nancy Brady las' Sun- 
day ; och, tVhat news they had." 

" An' if ye lekcd,f\vhy not; she's a purty girl, a claccnt 
father an' mother's child, an 1 has grand clothes," said 
Kitty, endeavouring to •speak calmly, though she was 
greatly agitated, and her eytjs filled with tears. 

" Iv I leked," repeated Frank, " an* dVc think, Kitty, 
bad as I am, I'd ever fancy sich a painted thing ?" 

" Shure has'nt she a fine Lighorn bonnet, an' a veil?" 
said Kitty. 

" To Bottamy wid her bonnet an' veil to boot." cried 
Frank, ** fwhat do I care for her; ye should'nt be listimV 
to lies." 

ft It's no He that ye wor wid her afther mass a Sunday, 
said Kitty, " an' iv yc think, Frank"— she hesitated and lie 
said — 

" Iv I think fwhat, Kitty ; I was walkin' a piece wid Nancy 
Brady a Sunday, but it was to make game iv her, she was 
so proud. I tould ye often, an' now agin, there is'nt a 
girl in the world wide J care for but yerscl' ; ' and he aikl- 
cd with emotion, " though they say^ this an' that iv ine, 
I would'nt tell ye a lie for the boat lull iv gowld." 

There is an old saying, that the ialling out of lover* 
more strongly rivets the chain ; and ro it happened on 
the present occasion. Before they parted it was arranged 
that on the ensuing Monday, being the first alter lister, 
they were to be married; she was to meet him in the. 
evening, and then proceed to the priest's house. 

<f An 1 now, Frank dcar/Vaid Kitty, "I have one thing 
to ax yc." 

« Ax me any thing in the world, an 1 I'll do it," replied 
he. 

**Its only," and she hesitated a moment, "its only> 
Frank, that ye won't cock-fight any more." 

" Here's my hand an* word for ye, Kitty, that from thia 
day out, 111 slum cock-fights, an' not go agin ye in any 
thing. 1 ' 

Frank Davis polled his little boat over the river witfi a 
light heart that night, for the dearest wish of that heart 
was about to be realised ; he was fondly attached to the 
pretty Ifttty Moore, and longed to call her his own. He 
was Very young, and had made no provision for house- 
keeping ; in fact, had no money save what would be exl 
pended on the marriage; but what of that, thought he, a 
am strong and willing to work, and God never send; 
mouths into the M'prid, but he eends them bread to «at 



